SAND   AND   FOAM

How noble Is the sad heart who would sing
a joyous song with joyous hearts.

He who would understand a woman, or
dissect genius, or solve the mystery of silence
is the very man who would wake from a
beautiful dream to sit at a breakfast table.

I would walk with all those who walk, I
would not stand still to watch the procession

passing by.

You owe more than gold to him who serves
you. Give him of your heart or serve him.

Nay, we have not lived In vain. Have they
not built towers of our bones?

Let us not be particular and sectional. The
mind and the scorpion's tail rise in glory
om the same earth.

14